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S THE midnight hour approached, a

contagion of expectancy produced a
lull and then a hush in the vast throng
of Mardi Gras revellers vi^ho crowded
the ball room of the old French Opera
Rosemary Legendre was the Queen of

No one doubted that. But the

House.
the Carnival,

identity of Rex was still a question of conjec-
ture. A free exchange of opinion on the sub-
ject had waxed into heated discussion at in-

tervals during the evening. Among groups of

designing mothers of debutante daughters, the
oxcitement, like the mercurial column on a
July day in New Orleans, had reached a maxi-
mum fixed point.

Restless observers in the spacious galleries

paused here and there, arrested by fragments
of over-zealous opinion.

"It cannot be Dr. Matthieu. He would ex-

pose his very life to danger should he attempt
such a foolhardly act,

'

' expostulated one eager
spectator.

"It would be a risk," agreed the gentleman
at her side. "If she construed the affair into

an insult, I know one rascal on her trail that
would try to better his fortune.

'

'

"But Dr. Matthieu would not be supposed
to know that Miss Legendre is Queen."
The low musical voice of the last speaker was

heard several tiers above where Rosemary's
stately aunt from Canada had seated herself

for an instant to view to better advantage her
courted and wilful namesake.

Rosemary Stafford had come from Canada
just two months before at the invita-

tion of the niece she had never met. "Your
sister, and my mother, is dead," she wrote.
"My father is a lawyer and I might add that

he has been a very good guardian. I don't
know him. He doesn't know me. I am sure

of only one thing about myself—I am the un-
happy meeting-ground of conflicting ideals.

If I had had a mother I might have become a

regulated debutante like all the others. May-
be it is not too late.' Please come."
At Rosemary's request her father added a

legally couched invitation to his daughter's
entreaty. Judge Legendre was first a lawyer
and second, a husband and father. Gentle

Mrs. Legendre 's untimely death when her baby
girl was not quite three, was hastened, it was
whispered, by the cold neglect of the rising

young lawyer of Shreveport to whom she had

given her love and herself in exchange for a

well-furnished but loveless home.

Warm-hearted Miss Stafford was troubled by
the strange appeal of her niece. She was no
longer needed in her brother's home, where
years of devoted self-surrender had endeared
her to an invalid wife and prattling children,

now become strong and handsome lads and
lasses. But Rosemary had known no mother
and was a stranger to her father. The sad
plight of the motherless one was a duty signal

for Miss Stafford. She lamented that she had
never sought to know her dead sister's child.

"No news is good news," has always been a

popular belief. Illness had prevented attend-

ance at the death bed of her sister, after whicli

all communication with her brother-in-law had
gradually ceased. The last letter, dated fifteeji

years back, stated that Rosemary would soon
be six. And now Rosemary would soon be
twenty-one. Rosemary would soon make her

debut in far-away New Orleans. Rosemary
would have a borrowed chaperon unless her
aunt would sacrifice old ties for new duties.

Her decision brooked no delay in its execution.

That same evening Miss Stafford announced
to her brother and his family that she had
fixed her departure for the following week.
Ten days later Miss Stafford presided for the

first time at luncheon in the country home of

Judge Legendre. The judge, who had prom-
ised to spend the week-end at Hammond, sent

regrets of the "urgent business" type, so Rose-

mary and her aunt were alone.

"We must become acquainted as soon as

possible," ventured Rosemary, "so I'll save

you all the trouble of solving an enigma by
giving you the answer as I have worked it

out."

Glancing at her mother's portrait, she con-

tinued, "The first thing I always see there are

the eyes. My mother's heart comes to me
through those two windows. My heart is mad(>
for love just as mother's must have been, but

I have my father's will so my heart is an un-

ruled tyrant. Its dictates of love and hatred
are not subject to reason."

These words of Rosemary were vividly re-

called as Miss Stafford leaned forward to cateli

every word uttered by the gossiping onlookers.
"Miss Legendre simply loathes Dr. Mat-

thieu," continued another lady of the group.
"She would consider his being the King as a


